* 1 — * 
A 1 . * 3 * — +. 
„ 3 : p 
. — N 8 * * = 
27 - 
4 "x * 4 „ 
5 . > 1 
* - 


* 1 88 2 


Authors of the [Town * 
| "A. 5 
S A T1 

Inſcribed to the AUTHOR of 


The UNIVERSAL PASSION. 


Aula eſt clementia cum tot ubique 
Vatibus occurras periture parcere charts. J uvenal. 


Tenet inſanabile multos _ 
Scribendi cacoethes-—-- bid. 


43 Ouod fi doloſi ſpes refulſerit nummi, 
Corvos poetas, & poetridas picas 
Cantare credas Pegaſeium melos. Perſius. 


LONDON, 
Printed for J. ROBERTS, near the Oxford- Arms i in 
Marui el Taue 1 _— 


8 + 


5 


>> AC 


T 


WE 4. & 


Inſcribed to the AUTHOR of 
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YZ RIGH I Arts, abus d, like Gems, receive 


| their Flaws; 
| Phyſick has Quacks, and Quirks obſcure | 


the Laws. IS 61 17 


Fables to ſhade. Hiſtoric Truths combine, F 


And the dark Sophiſt dims the Text Divine. 
* = 


(2) 
5 The. Art of Reaſoning in Religion s Cauſe, 


By Superſtition J Taint a Blindneſs draws. 
The Art of Thinking Free (Man's nobleſt Aim !) 
Turns, in Half thinking Souls, his equal Shame. £ 


0 Colours, il [-mingled, coarſe, and lifeleſs grow a 


Violins ſqueak, when Scrapers work the Bow! 
Diſtortion deadens Actions temper'd Fire ! 
Belab ring Poetaſters thrum the Lyre ! 


Geſfare uns Strut, and Elocution, Cant! 


Paſſion lies murder d by unmeaning Rant ! 


Wit we debaſe, it Ribgfdry We, praiſe, 


* 
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And gatite fades, when Slander” wears the Bays. 


YOU, to whoſe Scrolls a juſt Neglect is ſhewn, 


Whoſe Names, tho printed off, remain unknown ; 
| Ever not with the Weak; if wanting Fame, 
The Proud, and Proſp'rous Trifler is my Game. 


With uſual Wit, unfelt while you aſſail, 


Remark unanſwer d, and unheeded Rail ! 


Or heeded, know I can your Cenſure prize, 
For a Fools Praiſe is Cenſure from the Wile ; 
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For juſt Applauſe turns Satire on your Spleen. ': 


„ _ Y 


x then my Labour your kind Malice draws, 


Cenſure from you is from the Wiſe Applauſe. 


'Y OU, who delineate ſtrong our Luſt of Fame,. 


Theſe mimic Lays your kind Protection claim ! A f 


My Frown, like yours, would to Improvement tend, 


You but aſſume the Foe, to act the Friend. | 
Pleaſing, yet wounding, you our Faults rehearſe. 


Strong are your Thoughts! Inchanting rolls your Verſe! 


Deep, clear, and ſounding! decent, yet ſincere 3 ＋à9ũ 
In Fraiſe ee Spleen ſevere. 10% 
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Se ert12oft iTE henbni 10 zontugt 

4H OLD, Criticks JOE "OS are your Lays, 

* Your Field was Satire, your Purſuit is Praiſe.” 2c - 1 
True, you Profound —1 Praiſe, but yet ſneer; a) 02 
Youre dark to Beauties, if to Errors cle! 


Know my Lampoons in Panegyric ſen + / 


SHALL Ignorance and Infult claim my Rage? 
Then with the World a gemral War I wage! 


Noto ſome Follies: Satire ſcorns to bend. 
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And Worth (or preſsd, or proſprous) I commend. |. - 


FIRST, let me view. what noxious Nonſenſe reigns, 


While yer I loiter on Proſaic Plains; 


If Pens impartial active Annals trace, 

Others, with ſecret Hiſtry, Truth deface: 
Views and Reviews, and wild Memoirs appear, 
And Slander darkens each recorded Year. 
Each Princes Death to Poiſon they apply, 
No Royal Mortals ſure by Nature dime 
Favrites or Kindred artful Deaths create, 

A Father, Brother, Son, or Wife is Fate. 


\ 
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In a paſt Reign was form'd a ſecret League, 
Some Ring; or Letter, now reveals th' Intrigue : | 
A certain Earl a certain Queen enjoys, 
A certain Subject Fair her Peace deſtroys ; 

The jealous Queen a vengeful Art aſſumes, | 


And ſcents her Rival's Gloves with dire Perfumes : 


Queens, with their Ladies, work unſeemly things, 


And Boys grow Dukes, when Catamites to Kings. 
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A lying Monk on Miracles refines, 

And Vengeanee glares from violated Shrines. 
THUS Slander oer the Dead-One's Fame prevails, 

And eaſy Minds imbibe Romantic Tales: 

Thus from feign d Facts a falſe Reffection flows, 

And by Tradition Superſtition grows. 


NEXT, Pamphleteers a Trade licentious drive, 
Like wrangling Lawyers, they by Diſcord thrive; 
If Hancock proves Cold Water's Virtue clear, 

His Rival prints a Treatiſe on Warm Beer. 

If next Inoculation's Art ſpreads wide, Vb. 
(An Art, that niitigates Infections Tide) 

- Loud Pamphleteers gainſt Innovation ory/, 

Let Nature work-—- Tis natural to die. 


IF Heav'n-born Wiſdom, gazing Nature thro, 

Thro' Natures Optics forms Religions View, 

Prieftcraft oppoſes Demonſttation's Mid, 
And with dark Myſtry dignifies her Trade. 


No more ſhe ſweeps the humble Vale of Proſe. 


And the Brain wharls with new, ſurprizing Whims ! 
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IF Ruin ruſhes o'er a Stateſmairs Sway, 


5 Scribblers, like Worms, on tainted Grandeur pres 


While a poor Felon waits th' impending Stroke, 


Voracious Scribes, like hov'ring Ravens, croak. . 


In their dark Quills a dreary Inſult lies, | 

TT Offence lives recent tho' th' Offender dies ; 

In his laſt Words they ſuck his parting Breath, 
And gorge on his loathd Memory after Death. 
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 WRETCHES, like theſe, no Satire wou'd chaſtiſe, 


But Follies here to ruthleſs Inſult riſe ; 


Diſtinguiſh'd Inſult taints a Nation's Fame, 
And.various Vice deſerves a various Shame. 


_ 


PAMPHLETS I leave ſublime my Fancy grows! 


Now I trace ſwift the Muſe's airy Clime, 
The Dance of Numbers, and the Change of Rhime ! 


In meaſurd Rounds Imagination ſwims, 


Potts 


6 
Poets are mad ! tis granted: So are you, 74 
Grave Critics, who thoſe Lunatics purſue: 


You labour Comments, dry on Claſſic Las, +!) 


Partial alike in Cenſure, and in Praiſe; + ,- 157 0 / 
Where moſt abſtruſe, you molt aſſert "ee ſhine, - 
Where Homer raves, his Allegorys fine 
But if a Modern with an Ancient vies, 19 m9? 7 


Spirit grows Phrenſy, to a Wit ſo wile. 


-  PHLEGM without Fire, your flat Encomiums bear, 
When you declaim, a Mark reversd you wear; I; 
If not inſpird, at leaſt poſſeſsd you ſeem, 
You boil with Choler, and diſmiſs your Phlegm. © 
None unprefer d, in Parli ament more loud ! 

No worn out Fair more peeviſh, or more proud! : 
No City-Dame, when to the Birth-Night drawn, 
More vain of Gems —ſſome Female Courtier's Payn 1 
proud as a Judge, when Equity s a Trade, 

Or Lord, whoſe Guilt was with a Title paid. 


MARK 


| Ce 

MARK cautious Cinna mimic Poeſys Flames 
Coarſe are his Colours, and obſcure his Aim! 
Cima, thy Genius weds not with the Muſe ; | 
No longer then thy well-known Parts miſuſe ! 
Cinna, thus Aoctor d, ſtifles all he writ, 
But ſneers malignant at another's Wit. 
Some beauteous Piece applauded, He replies, 
Ide Sun has Spots, and a wiſhd Error ſpies. 


- 


.. SO ſome warm Laſs grows pregnant eer ſhe marries, 
Takes Phyfic, and for Honour's fake miſcarries ; 
Jealous of Praiſe, pale Envy taints her Lip, 

And her Ton gue tattles of each Virgin's Trip. 


THEOCRITUSs Ape, dry, proud, and vain, 
Shews the ſtiff Quaker for the ſimple Swain. 5 
In Tragic Scenes, how ſoft he moves Diſtreſs ? 

His Lamb-like Princeſs in the Puretont's Dreſs 2 
Plain in Expreſſion, and in Paſſion tame, 
Propriety of Words is all his Aim. 


C 2 
RE 
3 
3 
5 
4 
p — 


(9) 
SCRIBLERS grow faſt---One,whogainsleaſt Applauſe, 
(His Works reprinting) a Subſcription drawvs. 
Ape of an Ape! How 1s the Species grown ? 


Inferior Apes this Ape a Viceroy own! 

O'er a learnd Tribe, He Grand Dickator * 
And points young Wits new Models in his Lays. 
Flat Odes, Epiſtles, and Tranſlations riſe, 
And a new Preface words it with the Wile ! 

Art is School Traſh. Horace and Pope are Foo! 
Sonnets' and Madrigals require no Rule. 
Milton runs raugh Here plaimer Lays altace! 


Nor Low, nor Grand, nor Simple, nor Impure. 


A Love: ſick Youth, who ſighs about Eighteen, . . 
' Whines in Blank Verſe, and tries a Tragic Scene. 
One Poet, damnd, turns Critick, ſtorms in Proſe ; 
His railing Pamphlet his wrongd Merit ſhows. 

A trading Bard ſalutes the Lord in Place, 
Whom he inſults with Satire, in. Diſgrace. . G2 Ltd! wn 
One, jocund, {ings Birth-Days, and Nuptial Rites : : 
One, of the Dead, a doleful Dirge recites, 


Dua, deep — nod the Fun'ral's Time; 
Or drowzy: Echoes from the Bell-Man's Rhime. 
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A caſt-off Dame, who of Intrigues can judge, 


Writes Scandal in Romance A Printer's Drudge | 
- Fluſh'd with Succeſs, for Stage-Renown ſhe pants, 


And melts, and fwells, and pens luxurious Rants. 


BUT while her Muſe a ſulph'rous Flame diſplays, 
Glows ſtrong with Luſt, or burns with Envy's Blaze ! 


While ſome black Fiend, that hugs the haggar'd Shrew, 


Hangs his colleted Horrors on her Brow ! 


Clio, deſcending Angels ſweep. thy Lyre, 


Prom 2 ny * _— and n e- k Fire. 

And the Blood dances in the mazy Veins! — 
Crown'd with the Palm, Bays Myrtle and the Vine; 
Love, Pity, Friendſhip, Muſic, Wit, and Wine, 


In ſocial S Pirits, lead thy Hours atone, 
Thou Life of Lovelineſs, thou Soul of Pg” | IS 


() 
A Blade whoſe Liſe a Turn of Humour takes, 

Cocks ſmart, trims fine, treats Harlots, ſcours with Rakes! 
| When his drain'd Purſe no new Expence ſupplies, 
Fond Madam frowns, each dear Companion flies 4 5 
Duns clamour, Bailiffs lurk, and Clothes decay, 
Coin ebbs, he muſt recruit He writes a Play. 
Bold Task! a Play ?--Mark our young Bard proceed 
« A Play ?--Your Wits in Want are Wits indeed. 
Here the Punks Jokes are for oliteneſ wrote, 
Some inconſiſtent Novel forms a Plot. 
In the Gallant, his own wil Conduct glares 4 
Smut 1s ſheer Wit Each Prank a Merit wears ! : | 
Bright Youth! He ſteals, to make the Piece entire, 


A Cuckold, Beau, pert Footman, and a Squire. 


WHEN Bards thus patch up Plays from Various Scraps, 
They dream of crouded Houſes ! thundring Claps !. 
Falſe Hope ! Poets are poor, and Fortunes blind, 
Actors are ſaucy or the Towns unkind. 


BUT 


LSE) 
B UT why ſhould Satire war with ill Succeſs? 
Why ſhould I add Affliction to Diſtreſs ? 
'Tis bold t aſſail proud Vice with ſtinging Lays ! 


| Tis bolder yet, to give wrong d Merit Praiſe ! 
Few dare accuſe what ſtately Wits defend ! 


Few dare againſt the gen ral Vogue commend ! 


ll = JOHNNT s fine Works at Court obtain Renown ! 

| Aaron writes Traſh-—He neer collogues the Town. 

bl . How Grand the Verſe which My Lord s Feats declares 
Rude are Lampoons, that laſh My Lach Airs. 


How arch the Wit, when Her Grace deigns a Laugh 


Dull is the Satire on the Duke's 7 Staff. 
| Oh, You Polite! Your Smiles are Fames ſweet Road - 


1 | We praiſe, ſubſcribe, or damn hecauſe the Mode. 


"N TOHNNTY no more reflects a dg Page, 
From chat bright Genius, that has charm d the Age! N 


More conſcious now, his ſingle Worth he rates 


Verſes are made, like Med cines, by Receipts. 


Soft 


( 


Soſt Phraſes he collects---to ſean, to chime; 


Reads deep, and weighs vaſt Lexicons of Rhyme: 
Hints from Fontaine, ſome ſmart Deſign compleat ; 
The Whim 1s pretty, and the Language neat. 


Tho ſmart, neat, pretty; yet evn Courtiers Own, 


It glitters not with Pope aſide tis thrown. 


. JOHNNY, who foſters next his Patron's Wit, 
Strikes out a Play, with Thought, and Spirit writ! 
To firſt- rank Beaus our artful Bard applies, 

One writes to charm the Fair, and One the Wiſe. 
Beaus fly the Fame, yet ſecret Talents know, 

And read, reviſe, and evn Co-Authors grow ; 

And now anew th inverted Work they frame, 

New Thoughts they hatch!---But Johnny holds the Name. 
So fruitful Madams, their Amours unknown, 
Bear private Babes, which, born, their Midwives OWN. 
At Grand Aſſemblies, Play and Bard appear, 

Cabals are form'd, our Johnay's Debts to clear; 

Tis read, praisd, acted Now the Poets Trap 
Beaus heed your Scenes! You know your Cres to clap. 
E T RUS 
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THUS thro' nine Nights loud . war, 
Then die away at once, to noiſe no more. 
In vain ſuch Authors hope ſubſtantial Fame, 
Such Praiſe muſt uſher in a ſequent Shame. 
To the next Age, the preſent proves diſgracd, 
With the mean Wits we priz'd, it ranks our Taſte ; 
But thro' a third, not ev'n their Shame they boaſt, 


Their Names, their Works, and Shame alike are loſt. 


CALL you theſe Witlings a Poetic Brood? 
Are Pies and Daws the Songſters of the Wood? 


For Wit, not Nonſenſe, firſt was form'd the Stage, 


Not to infect, but to refine the Age! 
Here ſofren'd Virtue Rigour's Frown declines ! 
Precept, enfored by juſt Example, ſhines ! 

In each raisd Tear a genrous Meaning flows ! 
In each pleasd Smile a fair Inſtruction grows | 


When we ſtrike Nature, and improve the Mind, 


— Thoſe deathleſs Works a ſweet Remembrance find; 


No chearleſs Merit unrewarded toils, 


Still Compton lives, and ſtill a Dorſet ſmiles : 


cif) 
Some Noble Spirits ſtill adorn the Great, 
Still ſhines Argyle with evry Grace of State; 
Wiſdom and Bounty ſweet on Rutland ſit, 
And * Howard's the lovely Patroneſs of Wit. 
* 8 

BUT ſay, whence liberal Arts thus feel Decay? 
Why melt their Charms, like Fairy Towers, away? 
Not Ignorance, oppos'd, their Strength impairs, . 
They break, they periſh by inteſtine Jars. 
Artiſts on Artiſts ſcoul With jealous Eyes, 
And Envy Emulations place ſupplies. 
With Emvy's Influence the dark Boſom's fraught, f 
But Emulation brightens evry Thought 
pale Envy pines, if Excellence aſpires, 
And moſt ſhe ſlanders what ſhe moſt admires ; 
Charm d Emulation can, with Tranſport, gaze, 


Yet wou d outſoar the Worth, ſhe loves to praiſe. 


THUS thou, our Univerſal Paſſions Foe, 
Canſt thy own Height, by praiſing Others, ſhow. 


—_—. 
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* Colonel HOWARD's Lady. 
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